
The Tragedie 

Ifheauenlviwe any grecuous plague in (lore, 
Exceeding thofe chat jean wifh vpon thec: 

Ol tthemkecpeit till thy finnes be lipe, 

And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee the trouble r of the poor e worlds peace: 
The worms of conference dill begnaw thy foule, 
Thy friends fufped for traitors while thou liueft. 
And take deepe traitors for thy deareft friends, 

No flcepe clofe vp that deadly eye of thine, 

Vnlelfc it be whiled fome tormenting dreame 
Afif’ ights thec, with a hell ofvgly draels. 

Thou eluifli ma. kt,abortiue rooting hog, 

Thou that wad feald in thy natiuitie 
The fl.iue.of nature, and thefonne ofhell. 

Thou flaunder of thy mothers heauie wombe, 
Thou lothedilftie of thy fathers loynes. 

Thou rag ofhonour,thou detefted,&c, 

Glo. Margaret, 

Qu, Ai, Richard. Glo, Ha. 

Q*. Ad. 1 call thee not. J 

Glo, Then 1 erie thee mercierfor I had thought 
Thou hadfl ca'ld me all thefe bitter names. 



Qar. Ad. W hy fo 1 did, but lookt for no replie, 

G let me make the period to my curfe. 

Glo, Tis done by me, and ends in Margaret. (felfc* 

Qu, Thus haucyou breathed your curfe againft your 
Q ^_M, Poore painted Qneene, vain e flouu ill ot mV lot- 
Why ftrevvft thou fugeron that bottled fpider, (tune: 
Whofe dead lyxfceb enfnareth thee aboutf 
Foole,foole,thou vvhetd akuife to kill thy felfc# 

The time will come when thou (halt vvifh forme, 

To helpe th. c curie that poifoned bunchbackt toadc, 
i Haft, Falfe boading woman, encl thy (ran tike curfe, 
Fcad to thy liarme tiiou moue our patience, . 

Q .Ad, Foirle fhame vpon you, you liaue all mou’d tnmc« 
Rt , Wereyou well feiu dyotfvvou'ci be tauglit your duty. 

Ad, To feme me welljy ou all fliould do me outic, 
Teach me to be your Qiiec»e,aucl yon my fubiedls: 





O that your yong nobilitte could mdge. 

What twere to loofe it and be milerable: 

They that (land high, hnue many blafts to (hake them, 
And if they fill, they dafh themfelues to peeces. 

Glo, Good counfell mary,learnc k.learneit Marques. 

Dor. Ittouchethyou(myLo:)asmuchasme. 

Gio. Y ea,and much more, but I was borne fohigh, 
Our aiery builceth in the Cedars top. 

And dallies with the winde.and fcornes the funne. 

Q«, Ad. And turnes the liinne to (hade, alas, alas, 
Witnes my fonne, now in the ftiade of death , 

Whofe bright ou: fhiningbeames,thy cloudie wrath. 
Hath in ctcrnall darkcnelfe foulded vp: 

Your aiene buildeth in our airies neft, 

O God that feed it, do not fuffe r it: 

As it was wonne with bloud,lofl be it fo. 

Buck; Haue done for ("fame, if not for charitie, 

Q. Ai. Vrge n either charitie nor fhame to me, 

V ncharitably with me haue you dealt, 

Andfhameful ly by s ou my hopes arc butcherd , 

My charitie is outrage, life my fhame, 

And in my fliame flill liue my forrovs es rage. 

Buc^. Haue done, 

O Princely Buckingham,"! will kifle thy hand, 
In frgne of league andamiiie with thee: 

Now fake befall thee,and thy Princely houfe, 

Tliy garments are not fpotted with out bloud. 

Nor thou withm the compafle of my curfe? 

Buck, Nor no one here,for curfes neuer pafle 
The lips of thofe that breath them in the aire. 

Q*, He not beleeue but they afccjid the skic, 

And there awake Gods gentle deeping peace. 

O Buckingham beware of yonder dog, 

Lookc when he fawnes,he bites, and when he bites, ‘i 



